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The ſtrange alteration, Begun in this Nation 


Wheretore he makes great mone 


And ſings O hone © hone 


The Tune 15 Pane Shox 


Aint Peters @eat. 
Is in a ſweat. 
Alas, 
Alas, 
The triple-C29wng 
Is fumbled downe, 
Adao deare Maſlc. 
. Nevez ſhall I ſipp 
| Dn Nuns cherry lipp, 
A halter 02a whip, 
ts my dome, 
Pade of Scottiſh 1Bzome, 
To ſweepeus all to Rome, 
O hone, 
{O hone* 


—_— 7 


—_ 


Woeis me, 
This tome fo ſee, 

Alas, 

Alas. 
A Purican, 
Mheoney man, 
wil! put downe Maſfe, 
Ifaft, and I pzay, 
Wert m- Beads the» take away 
and (ay I goe aſtray, 

from the Zaut). 
There is none will me releive, 
z e now mult I greeve. 
© bone, 

@ hone. 


£8 Papilts fone, 
CULth me did topno 
Alas, 
Alas, 
Uhile theze was hope. 
TZhe new Pope, 
wou'd ſet up Maſle: 
L3ut now he 1s downe, 
Ur all begin to frounc, 
which maks me in a ſwoutrd 
thns to faint. 
D heips me ſome dears Saint, wy, 


And hearemy ſad complaint, 
O honey 


O hone, 


Ye Papilt pwze, 
Zurnd out of dwze, 
Alas, 
Alas 
And holp Fryer, 
Jsmnthe myze - 
farewell deare Maſle, 
Fo2 now all Priclt, 
L5aniſhed thou ſeeſf, 
all pzay to Criett, 
none to Mary. 
T9 cuitome quite contrary 
@hat heeze jim will not tarry. 
O hone, 
O hone, 
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© a NC lnmnogne VOPUKC, 
JA Pilartinig}, 
Alas, 
Alas, 
Lh2outh p ace3 ftrange, 
J9w 1:124t A range, 
to rind ou Matle; 
£0 f1i! I come, 
Quteunto Rome 
Foztuneat home, 
w:l: not flatter, 
No? fuffer Holy-water: (ter 
Uhtch,wec on bows did ſcat- 
O hone, 
O hone, 


Zhe timets spent, 
I tha'bo thent, 
Alas, 
Alas, 
If vac I ſtay, 
On Bead; to p:ay, 
and rcad mo:e Maſe, 
If IA recart, 
TZurneProtcitant, 
no Pardon grant 
will the Pope, 
Lhen ſhall J want wch hope, 
JfJ Religion coape. 
O© hone, 
O hone, 


London, printed for Richard Burton. 
Horſhoe in Smithfield, 


D t. Marys Creed, 
15: m. god sped, 
Alas, 
Alas. 
Where ſhould J run, 
Lhis [couzge to than, 
W.. wy Male 
yme with hits whi 
Paks me to mw,g " 
Where ſhould J flip, 
me to hidg 
Fo? ſuch as Maſe deride; 
they can not me abide 
O hone, 
O hone; 


Uery ſick, 
15 C atholique 
Alas, 
Alas, 
The Parliament, 
Is fully bent, 
to put downe Maſſe 
Ictuic and Frier 
bang in the132yer 
Like Dun in the mire 
well-aday, 

And thoſe that were my ſtay 
Putt hang, 02 run away 
O hone, 

O hone, 


at the ſigne ofthe 
I641: 


